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This book would be dedicated to Sun Yutang were doing so not gratuitous. The book itself is tribute to a genius he possessed to cast everything about China in clearer light for me and others in China, Japan, Europe, and North America.

China was not, for me, a sudden or belated discovery. My reformist father went there in 1910 and almost at once commenced an unconsummated plot, to retire eventually in Peking for study of China's classics. My sister and two brothers, in the living of lives begun in China, never strayed far from devotion to what they saw as being best in China's benefactions to mankind. I have profited from their knowledge.
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Sun Yutang would have insisted, I know, that our book should be dedicated to Joan Davidson Burrows Barnett, because it was she who spread magic over our unexpected meeting in Washington. But Sun died before my book could be made ours.




Preface

In 1981, I was leaving the Asia Society to begin what became a six-year association with the Carnegie Endowment for International Peace. I was asking myself again, just then, why a persistently tantalizing idea of China had somehow existed on the edge of my consciousness whatever I had been doing during all the years gone by—even during the ten years I was tending to Washington's interest in the European Community.

My father, of course, had had something to do with this. Back in 1905 he had come out of Leesberg, Florida, to hurry through Emory, Vanderbilt, and Chapel Hill, picking up sparkling grades as he went along, before taking his bride to a part of China—Marco Polo's seductive Hangchow—where there was no electricity, no plumbing, and where a bicycle was a beguiling symbol of modernization. During his first three years in Hangchow he allowed nothing to interfere with his submission to the exacting disciplines of a classical Chinese scholar who knew no English.

For the next twenty-five years my father made use of this linguistic and intellectual competence without, so far as I could observe, being lured into scholarly enterprise. He was a dedicated secretary of the Young Men's Christian Association working on projects that carried him into the company of both Chiang Kai-shek and Chou En-lai, contemporaries whose devotion to their counterpoised careers was as dedicated as my father's was to his. He shared in China's hopes and torments. When he finally left China for New York, it was to take on responsibility for the American YMCA's debt-plagued national and international programs.

All of that was going on for my father when, in 1927, I won a prize by writing an essay on "What Every Graduate of the Shanghai American School Should Know about China." That began my discontinuous writings about China. Seven years later, at Chapel Hill, I submitted a thesis comparing England's Industrial Revolution with China's modernization. Three years after that I was at Oxford writing about Japan's triumph over Russia in the war of 1904-1905—fought on Chinese soil.

Chagrined that I was holding forth on China in these variously presumptuous ways with no competence to read the Chinese language, I went to Yale to immerse myself in the Chinese dictionaries I needed for decoding the meaning of two fragments from Ssu-ma Ch'ien's ancient and celebrated Shih chi (Historical records), written about 100 B.C. One fragment was the biography of a philosopher named Han Fei-tzu, an elegant Legalistic challenger of Confucian ideology. The other fragment was Ssu-ma Ch'ien's subtly haunting Yu hsia (Wandering Knights), a chapter on the moral significance of anti-establishment "Robin Hoods" who defended the weak in China's early imperial past.

As scholarship these undertakings swiftly and deservedly disappeared into oblivion. Each, however, had increased my desire for explanation of what I had perceived to be unmistakable continuities of "Chineseness" in China's style, behavior, and social structure over many centuries. To identify the clue to this Chineseness might cast light on how recurrences of great turmoil, notably during periods of dynastic transition, could be reconciled with sturdy survival of a seemingly indestructible private poise, self-confidence, and realism of individual Chinese accommodating to a mysteriously durable Chinese system.

In mid-1981 I tried to set aside elusive concepts like "Chineseness," believing that I could never deal with them to my own satisfaction nor, obviously, in a way that could command the respect of my scholarly friends. I turned my attention instead to what I regarded as an unwise American investment in redundant weapons systems. I soon noticed that both Japan and China, close-by the Soviet Union, relied less than Washington on mere possession of weapons for national security. While making an effort to understand Washington's strategic inflexibilities, I found myself continuing to think and talk about Chineseness. I noticed that sooner or later I always seemed to get around to talking, in awe, about geography, about history, and about the hold of memory on the minds of the Chinese, and of their neighbors—north, south, east, and west.

Three thousand years ago China was a quite small area lying between the Yellow and Yangtze rivers. All around, everywhere else, there were "barbarians."

Two thousand years ago this China had spread north to where today's Great Wall stands, west to Mongolia, east through half of Korea, and south through much of North Vietnam.

Seven hundred years ago Mongol military and administrative geniuses coming out of Central Asia, near Lake Baikal, absorbed China and Korea and extended their domain from the shores of the Pacific Ocean westward through all of present-day Russia to Hungary, to the Black Sea, and through Afghanistan, Iran, Iraq, and the Persian Gulf. Mongols made forays against Japan, Java, Pakistan, India, and Burma. The Great Khan's empire was the largest in world history.

Maps showing China of about one hundred years ago reveal in a sudden phantasmagoria of splashing colors what had happened to a Middle Kingdom reclaimed from the Mongols by Chinese and administered by them and by Sinicized Manchus:

A Russian empire had rolled eastward to Kamchatka, Sakhalin, and Vladivostok, and was seeping into Outer Mongolia and Manchuria. Imperial France had seized Tonkin. The British had occupied Burma and parts of Malaysia. The Dutch held the East Indies. Taiwan had been incorporated into a Japanese empire. And along China's own coastline swarmed an invasion of swaggering Europeans who occupied their own treaty ports, uneasy that Japan appeared eager to join their company. All Europeans—Portuguese, British, Germans, French, Russians—and even Japanese and Americans asserted extraterritorial legal rights everywhere they roamed in an indignantly submissive China.

Maps of the China of today reveal another eloquent transformation. Except for Hong Kong and Macao there are no more colonial enclaves in China. China's frontiers are for the most part well-defined and unchallenged. (Peking regards Taiwan as Chinese, but so does Taipei.)

Browsing through maps like these provides almost infinite intimation of what we know resides deeply and diversely in the memory of China and its neighborhood.

Paranoiac Moscow remembers the Mongols who came down out of Central Asia into China and swept west, bringing terror to all of Russia. Russians think of those Mongols as Chinese.

Tokyo gratefully remembers Japan's debt to T'ang dynasty China for Japan's written language, art, architecture, and concept of government—haunted by regret for its "crimes" against China, and lost opportunities in "Manchukuo" and elsewhere in the great Chinese land mass.

Seoul remembers "Chinese" invasions by both Mongols and Han Chinese, fearful recollections laced with awe and with gratitude for China's cultural benefactions.

Hanoi remembers a thousand years of border conflict, and being enriched and wounded by struggle with its powerful northern neighbor.

Burma remembers frequent Chinese invasions of its northern provinces.

Every country of Southeast Asia is conscious of China, both ancient and recent. For example, Ming dynasty merchants and explorers carried and left their not quite top-of-the-line "export" Chinese ceramics in the Philippines, Vietnam, Thailand, Malaysia, Singapore, Indonesia, and places more distant.

For millennia a Chinese Middle Kingdom has cast a long shadow, and it does so today, for good reason:

Its size is over twice that of Japan, Indonesia, both Koreas, Vietnam, Laos, Kampuchea, Burma, Malaysia, Thailand, the Philippines, and Singapore combined.

Its population is more than twice that of those countries.

Although China's gross national product is only some 25 percent of Japan's, still it equals the aggregate GNP of all the others. (Per capita GNP is another matter: only for Burma, Indonesia, Laos, and Vietnam is it lower.)

China's neighbors are aware of two other ingredients in the China situation, which do not show up on any map and are not easily reflected in statistics. China's military establishment ties down several Soviet divisions in the north and haunts what might be an even more aggressive Vietnam in the south. China possesses an acknowledged and strategically relevant nuclear weapons capability.

Reminded of China day by day throughout the year by the enterprise and intellectual distinction of ethnic Chinese in their midst, the countries of Southeast Asia look today at China as a massive Middle Kingdom, a separate cosmos, formidably durable, largely inward looking, proud of its self-reliant "Chineseness," disinclined to look outside for standards by which to measure legitimacy of Chinese purpose.

China is thus a vivid element in the memory and imagination of its neighbors. But what is it that exists in the Chinese memory?

Of all cultures on this earth, the Chinese is the most aware of history. This is not caused by formal educational disciplines or by exhortation of scholars; it is the Chinese language that makes awareness of history inescapable. Because the language is ideographic, the richly derivative etymologies of Chinese characters in a dictionary are historical. No Chinese can read a dictionary without being reminded of the practical, ethical, and often charming lessons of China's history.

A timeless fraternity of shared language stamps its imprint on Chinese in places so different and so distant as Wall Street, Tokyo, Paris, the Celebes, Malaysia, and Somalia. In fact, the imprint is seen wherever a Chinese family has settled and begun the education of its children.

Language itself, even more profoundly, perhaps, than what it is saying, enshrines the mystique of a glorious Chinese inheritance by which present and future achievement is involuntarily measured.

All Chinese have beheld China's ancient rulers and heroes, and their mythological predecessors, in an anthropomorphic context, drawing the lesson that glory is the fruit and reward of virtue. From earliest time this Chinese "history" and the language that has recorded it have reached deeply into imagination to shape the moral instinct of all Chinese people.

In ancient times and throughout the dynasties, China created a voluminous and pervasively moralistic literature—duty-obsessed. In that literature, however, one looks vainly for what in our European and Hebraic/Christian inheritance is the concept of a primal right to individual freedom. In the Chinese cosmos a Confucian ethical idiom entertains the possibility of a flourishing of infinitely subtle varieties of individual personality—until, from man or from nature, there descends a believable threat to survival. Revelation of such collective vulnerability dictated collective sacrificial response, including dutiful submission to repressive authority.

The eventual death of Mao Tse-tung and the trial and conviction of the Gang of Four visibly liberated masses of Chinese from an incredible conspiracy of silence, during which—we all now know—millions of Chinese, quietly hemorrhaging, had been outraged by the destructive lunacies of Mao's Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution. How did this happen? Where else could it have happened that way?

Musing about such questions in mid-1981, I came to accept one thing: the often illuminating work of my favorite China scholars here, in Europe, in Japan, and in China was not helping me to validate my firmly held conviction that there were continuing ingredients in Chineseness that were unmistakably identifiable. I knew, of course, that there were many others, far better qualifed than I, trying to explain Chineseness, but without, I thought, satisfactory result.

Was Chineseness merely the elusive and varied blend of people living and recalling its language?

Must I conclude that the best to hope for was, in mid-flight, as it were, to glimpse unmistakable Chineseness in some individual exemplification?
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Chapter I A Letter Evokes a Name

DOI: 10.4324/9781315492490-1

Unprepared for its contents, I slit open the envelope addressed to Dr. R. W. Barnett, 1661 Crescent Place, N.W., Washington, D.C. 20009. It was from Austin, Texas. "Dr."? Texas?

Dated December 4, 1981, it read:

Dear Dr. Barnett:

Do you still remember that 37 years ago when serving the American Fourteenth Air Force at Kunming, Yunnan, in China, you, a young Captain in your Air Force, used to come to the teachers' dormitory of the Southwestern Associated Universities to call upon a young professor of history? You often brought him foreign newspaper clippings and had long talks after dinner. You presented him with a copy of the book you wrote—Economic Shanghai: Hostage to Politics. You asked him to translate for your Air Force military maps of Kuangsi, captured from Japanese prisoners of war, and a volume of Manchurian railway timetables. You gave him cartons of American cigarettes. Do you remember? I am that man—Sun Yutang.

The last time we saw each other was late spring, 1945. After Japan's surrender, I spent 1945 to 1947 at Oxford, and 1947 into 1949 in New York City, and at Harvard. Just three months before Liberation in 1949 I went back to China. After Liberation, I resumed teaching at Tsinghua University in Peking. Three years later I began my work with the Chinese Academy of Social Sciences, and now I am doing research at the University of Texas, under sponsorship of the Fulbright Program. Probably I return to China at the end of May.

Your invaluable service to our country and the unforgettably cherished friendship, established long ago between us, has made me hasten to write to this address furnished me by Dr. Braisted of the History Department. Since I cannot, because too far away, visit you soon, I must write so that a friendship suspended for a long time can again be linked together.

Sincerely yours, Sun Yutang


On December 141 responded, under the circumstances, I am now inclined to believe, somewhat effusively:

Dear Dr. Sun:

I have received your letter with great joy.

Not only do I remember. You had become, in my imagination, the person to whom I had given the name "Chen" in a novel which I wrote thirty years ago. Knowing, at last, where you are, I can now let you read it.

Meanwhile, I will suggest to those administering the Fulbnght program here that they bring you up to Washington.

I am grateful for what you tell me, as a small start, about your whereabouts and activity over these years.

You can find in the enclosed resume an account of my activity during that time. In addition, you should know, I think, that after 1945 I did not return to China until 1976 when, accompanying the Republican Minority Leader of the Senate, Hugh Scott, I helped write the reports he submitted to President Ford, and to the Senate Foreign Relations Committee. In 1976, Chou En-lai was dead, Teng Hsiaop'ing was in exile, and China's devastating Cultural Revolution was being directed by Mao Tse-tung and his' 'Gang of Four." I returned to China, again, in 1980: it was a totally different country, intellectually/politically transformed. But the Chineseness of China always remains, I think, much the same. How can that be? It is this indefinable and elusive quality of "Chineseness" that we might like to discuss when we meet again.

I will write as soon as possible about arrangements for our meeting.

Most sincerely, Robert W. Barnett Resident Associate Carnegie Endowment for International Peace


Enclosure: Scott Trip Report, 1976

Putting this letter in the mail, I realized that Sun Yutang had been much more than the inspiration for my "Chen" of 1952. Something about him during those now only dimly remembered Kunming days had prompted my postwar idealization of that character. But how had he, in some mysterious way, awakened my convictions about Chineseness? What might I do to enlist his help in answering that question? My memory was a blur. Who, actually, was this Sun? And who, as a matter of fact, was the young captain that Sun still remembered as a friend?

It took a while to disinter the novel from my files. Paging through Sleep for the Innocent, I was reminded that the Chen of my novel had nursed David, an officer of the United States Army, back to strength following his miraculous survival from a parachute bail-out that had landed him, barely conscious, in Communist hands, back in 1947. With civil war being fought across the land, and Washington aligned with Chiang, Chen and David parted, in this scene of the novel:

The day I [David] left, Chen walked with me to the houseboat. We knew it would weave its way through the countryside to an unspecified but definite point where I would pass from Communist to Nationalist territory. A little further on, I would catch the train to Pukow, and then go on to Shanghai.

A carrier walked ahead with my bags. Chen was silent. He kept looking over his shoulder. We were being followed. During those last days Chen was always followed when he was with me. Chen quickened his step. He spoke in English. His voice was low. He spoke very precisely. In Chinese, it might have rhymed. And when he was done he turned to me, changing tone, and said,

"Murrow! Go away, Murrow! Stay away! If you return they will destroy you and me and, in doing so, they will bring terror and destruction to themselves. This, I know, could not happen in your country. Tell them what you will. But go away and let us cure China's sickness in our own way!"

Chen bowed slightly when we reached the houseboat. Then he turned and walked away. I saw our escort surround him. They headed back to the missionary compound where they kept their headquarters. That was the last I saw of Chen.

I stepped aboard the houseboat and wrote down, immediately, what Chen had said. As I wrote, I understood. It was the story of the two years I had spent with the elegantly civilized Chen, and with our dauntless Communist guerrilla protectors, in the North Kiangsu Shantung Border Area.


	They admired your country.

	They accepted you.

	They were hurt by your country.

	They forgave you.

	They feared your country.

	They used you.

	They hated your country.

	They feared you.

	They hate you

	Because you are of your country.

	They fear me

	Because I am your friend.


This imagined encounter had taken place two years after Sun and I had parted in Kunming. I had written about it seven years after our actual parting.

But Sun again had been on my mind after that, I remembered, when, in April 1964, I was invited to address the China Conference of the Collegiate Council for the United Nations at Harvard University—almost twenty years after Sun and I had parted in Kunming. As Deputy Assistant Secretary for Far Eastern Affairs at the State Department I was scheduled to answer an indictment of Washington's China policy by one of Peking's darlings, an Englishman, Felix Greene. My talk got front-page notice in the New York Times, not because I refuted Greene but, it seems, because I expressed hope that China would eventually set aside ideology and "turn... to mastering an environment in which the Chinese people on the mainland can again be given scope for expressing, individually, their creative and pragmatic genius." In 1964 it was rare to hear Washington allude to such potentials for "Maoist Man."

Another fourteen years went by. In April 1978, I published in the New York Times an article about human rights in China, an issue being debated fiercely in connection with resuming normal diplomatic relations between Washington and Peking. My argument concluded:

Though "reform" should, on neither side, be the intent of such relations it is not too much to expect (from diplomatic relations) improved understanding, and some greater possibility that "Taoist" nonconformists—to whom historic China has always been so deeply indebted—will again share with us the fruits of their individual genius.


It had been Sun to whom I had been indebted for these convictions about China and the Chinese. But why Sun, in particular? Why, considering all of my other experience with China—childhood, academic, prewar, and wartime—did a relatively brief association with Sun Yutang have this persistent potency? Could I reconstruct the circumstances and nature of my knowledge of Sun?

Somewhere there was stacked away a great pile of my wartime letters. Something about Sun might be there.

I found the file. There was much, much more about Sun Yutang than I had supposed.

These letters were mainly addressed to my parents and to my young wife. They suffered from the deliberate imprecision caused by the knowledge that censors were expected to scrutinize everything written from the field. Almost totally forgotten long ago, they brought to light dates, names, reflections, comment on my assignments, on China, on the war, and on Kunming atmospherics. Sun's name did not appear for a while. Then I began to record little scraps about him.

I had left Washington on July 13, 1943. By early August I had arrived in China and been assigned to the 23d Fighter Group, known in China and in Burma before Pearl Harbor as the AVG (American Volunteer Group), or the Flying Tigers. I became its supply officer.

Having completed Officers Training in Miami and having gone to the Air Force Intelligence School in Harrisburg thereafter, I was a little surprised that the Fourteenth Air Force seemed to admit no requirement for "intelligence." General Chennault personally handled that side of things, assisted by Colonel Williams, on leave from Texaco's prewar China staff. The two of them accepted corroboration of their own local knowledge, often skeptically, from impressionistic observations of pilots whose encounters with Japanese aircraft and hornet-like attacks on Japanese supply dumps, shipping, and transportation carried them across the face of China. Give these pilots gas, ammunition, and spare parts, and they could, according to Flying Tiger wisdom, do all the rest.

I loved the 23d Fighter Group. But after several months, Colonel Williams, at Air Force Headquarters, snatched me away, telling me to deliver daily combat intelligence briefings for General Chennault's morning staff meetings, to create a Headquarters "War Room," and to prepare daily and weekly reporting telegrams to Washington, Chungking, and New Delhi.

Before this sudden transfer to Headquarters, I had begun to explore possibilities of meeting people at the Southwest China Associated Refugee Universities—Lien-ta—located on the other side of the city of Kunming from the air base.
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